THE AMPHITHEATRE AT POLA

didn't try to catch them, but one fell just at my feet.
I took it up, and it said a silk scarf. But I only wanted
to get away quick and find out what had happened.

I heard soon enough: it was the day before. He'd
been going round the top fitting the awning, and a
rope broke. He fell right from the top to the bottom.
I asked to see him, but his friends wouldn't let me.
And I think it would have been too much for me; I'm
naturally of a nervous disposition. My poor dear
Basil; they say he broke every bone in his body. I put
my trust in our meeting again in heaven; but of course
it won't be quite the same thing.

After that my young mistress got married - next
spring it was - and I came away with her. No, I
shan't ever have a friend again, not serious, I mean,
like I was with Basil. I don't think it often happens
more than once.

Here's the gold necklace, you see. I don't wear it
now. It wouldn't be suitable. And here's his hair, a
piece I cut off one day; very black it is still. And
those? Oh, those are the roses I meant to throw him,
but he was dead when I was picking them. You'd
hardly know they were roses, would you? You see,
this was five years ago.
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